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For when in sighs I spent the day,
And could not cloak my gnef with game.
The boiling smoke did still bewray
The persant heat of hidden fkme.

And when salt tears did bain my breast,
VC here Love his pleasant trains hath sown.
The bruit thereof the fruits opprest,
Ere that the blooms were sprung and blown.

And when mine eyes did still pursue
The flying chase that was their quest,
Their greedy looks did oft renew
The hidden wound within my breast.

When every look these cheeks might staia,
From deadly pale to glowing red;
By outward signs appeared plain
The woe wherewith my heart was fed.

But all too kte Love learneth me
To paint all kind of colours new,
To blind their eyes that else should see
My sparkled cheeks with Cupid's hue.

And now the covert breast I claim
That worships Cupid secretly
And nourisheth his sacred flame
From whence no blazing sparks do fly.

IV

SUCH wayward ways hath Love, that most part in discord
Our wills do stand, whereby our hearts but seldom do accord.
Deceit is his delight, and to beguile and mock
The simple hearts, which he doth strike with froward diverse stroke.
He causeth the one to rage with golden burning dart,
And doth alky with leaden cold again the other's heart-
Hot gleams of burning fire, and easy sparks of rlame,
In balance of unequal weight he pondereth by aim.
From easy ford, where I might wade, and pass full weO,
He me withdraws, and doth me drive into a deep dark heU;
And me withholds where I am called, and offered place,
And wills me that my mortal foe I do beseech of grace*